CHAPTER THREE
"T 7E were now flying farther out over the sea.   The
f V   sand-dunes stretched their yellow ribs miles away
the right; there was nothing but blue water below.
e struck the coast again above Gaza, a huddle of
llow-brown houses and white domes, with an odd
naret or two jutting above the squat-roofed city.
Long lines of cultivation straggled in every direc-
n;  close to the surf from which a ramshackle jetty
list its tottering nose, the ranks of trees petered
t in the choking sand.   Along well-tramped tracks
nel-caravans and motor-lorries were crawling, whilst
vhite plume of steam on the long black snake of
Iway marked a train working in the station siding.
The soil had changed from the yellow sand of Sinai
a wondrous reddish-mauve.   To eastward in long,
ing, dusty flats, .obscured by distant sand-clouds,
stretched   away   towards   Beersheba,      Southern
estine does not seem an inviting place for any who
-e to win their living from the soil, but, if there is
.er tq be found at a workable depth, it could be
le a Garden of Heaven, for soil that has lain fallow
centuries must be a farmer's Paradise.
he pilot was a man and a friend, he went to a lot
rouble to keep me informed, passing notes to me
fe flew northwards.  I made out Ascalon, but before
,d time to spare a thought for all that had happened
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